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this 'gently', but it was a great success. And a young
British officer is ever a very fair judge of humour.
Highlanders
In 1915 Colonel Bramble's Highlanders wore the
kilt, in a tartan of blues, reds, greens, and yellows,
stockings and dagger, a glengarry on their heads
and a sporran from their belts. They were
magnificent and they held all my admiration. I saw
them the day after the bitter and murderous battle of
Loos, going up into the line of the Ypres salient with
their calm unsullied. Their speech was rugged, their
bravery silent. No better soldiers ever fought in
His Majesty's Army.
The Scottish of this war have almost all of them
had to abandon the kilt, replaced now by battle-
dress; but they have kept their Highland virtues.
Beneath the balmorals with their red or blue tassels,
there are the same serious faces, the same vigorously
athletic bodies, the same rigid Protestant souls. A
few days ago some Highland units took the place of
some French units in the front line. It was a simple
and dignified ceremony. Within the enceinte of one
of the fortified works, the section of French infantry
with drums and bugles awaited the arrival of the
section of British infantry with drums and bagpipes.
The Captain of the French shook hands with the
Captain of the Scots. The Scottish sentries relieved
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